INTRODUC'D IN THE 


NEW DRAMATIC ENTERTAINMENT, 
CALLED 


The $ U LTA 


A Peep into the Seraglio, 
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AS IT IS PERFORMED 


At the * mr Drur ry- Lane, \ 
ILY 9 . 13 17 ASS 
AN Mr. BANNISTER. 


EHOLD vonder Zephyr, how lightly it blows, * 
And copy it, lovers, it ne'er ſeeks repoſe ; 
But flys to the pink, to the lily, the roſe, 8 
Careſſing each flow'r of the garden, and grove. . © 
Then ſtill let your pleaſur n crown, | 
Mongſt che different beauties that rove up and downg _ - 
Court the charms ot the fair, of the black, of the brown, 
They're the flow'rs that n * garden of love. 
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In peace the ſhafts of love you bear, J 


By Mrs. WRIGHTEN. 


Bleſt hero, who in peace and war, 
Triumph alike, and raiſe our wonder! 


In war, the bolts of Jove's own thunder, a | 
A 


Venus, and Mars, yet never ſtrove, 


To make a name ſo great in ſtory, 
Still victor in the liſts of love, 2 
As conqueror in the fields of glory, 


o- * 
© 4 


9 
1 AVC 195% 


% 


7 
Co; 77 7 * 


— A I R. 


By Mr. BANNISTER, 


Ali! Ali! 

| From the flippant Engliſh ſlave, 
Ih Hm. ur nations glory fave; | 
If thus he ſtorms, and rave for her, 

| Soon, fon he will adore her: 

r L. »sI Cuſtoms! Prophet! Emperor! 
7 Wl ſink down all before her. 


I. 


Ali! Ali! 
Shall a cock'd up noſe ſubdue, 
Hin who never victor knew? 
Of S man be conqueror ? 
Soon, ſoon he will adore her; 
Laws! Cuſtoms ! Prophet! Emperor! 
Will fink down all before her. 
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AIX. By Mrs. W RICHTER. 


I. 1 


My boſom knows no figh, of care, 
While I the royal favour ſhare, | 
His ſmiles, as ſun-fhine warms the ground, 
Spread joy and gladneſs all around 


O then, my merry, merry heart is gay, 
No ſigh, or care, can cloud the day, 
My mind takes wing, of love I ſing, 
And bleſs my ſtars that made me captive, 


II. 


Our ſpeaking eyes will plainly tell, 
The joys with which our boſoms ſwell; 
The crimſon hue that paints the cheek, 
Confeſſes more than words can ſpeak. 


O then, my merry, merry heart 1s gay, 
No ſigh, or care, can cloud the day, 

My mind takes wing, of love | ſing, 
And bleſs my ſtars that made me captive 
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